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All night long the wind and rain beat upon the faggot gate.
Scattering the red petals and leaving only the willow leaves.
I hesitated as I set out to sweep the steps with my broom,
For all around me I found sad traces of broken blossoms.
This poem was written to promote love for flowers.
In the time of the Tang Dynasty there lived a man by the name
of Tsui Hsiian-wei, who, being an aspirant to the Mystic way,
remained unmarried and lived in retirement east of the river Lo.
He built himself a little house in the midst of flowers and trees,
which covered a wide expanse of ground protected by a wall of
hedge, and lived in it alone. He provided quarters for his servants
outside the garden and gave them instructions not to come in
unless summoned. Thus he lived for over thirty years in his be-
loved retreat and seldom stepped outside its gate. In the spring
when the flowers were in bloom he would wander among them
morning and evening in solitary enjoyment.
One balmy and moonlight night as he was wandering among
his flowers, he suddenly espied a maid in the moonlight. "Who
could she be and how does she happen to be here at this hour of
the night," Hsiian-wei said to himself in astonishment. The maid
walked neither east nor west but came directly to Hsiian-wei and
bowed herself low before him. "Who are you, young lady," Hsiian-
wei said, returning the salutation, "and why have you come here
at this late hour of the night?" The maid opened her vermillion
lips and said, "I am a close neighbor of yours, sir. My mistress